CHAPTER 51 


June 3, 2011 


“Twelve thousand nine hundred eighty two... Or is it twelve thousand nine hundred 
eighty three? Shit; now | have to start all over again...” 


He moaned slightly as he climbed the stairs. He was still deathly afraid of climbing 
any further, but after climbing for a good three or four days, he had all but stopped 
giving a fuck. Hell, in a way, it was therapeutic. Subject yourself to what you fear 
long enough, and it almost becomes second nature. He sighed slightly before 
turning around to sit on one of the steps. His head twitched slightly at the slightest 
sensation of water hitting the back of his head. 


There were a few leaky points along the staircase where water would drip down. 
You would think it would be annoying, but in actuality, Justin very much enjoyed 
that for a number of reasons. It was a nice change of pace from what the same 
exact corridor he walked down time after time, first of all. More importantly, 
however, it was his only real source of water. Justin had never been so hungry in all 
his life, but he knew that he could go a week without food. Water... Well, Justin 
admitted he never got particularly thirsty, but he was well aware of the three day 
rule. He couldn’t go too long without water; so every time he spotted one of these 
leaks, he always sat down and held his hand up to catch the water droplet’s, pooling 
them all together before slurping it down to quench his thirst. 


It took a good ten minutes or so before Justin was able to gather a sizeable pool of 
water in his hands, pouring it into his lips and down his burning throat. It tasted like 
rust and blood; though that was probably because of all the dried blood on his 
hands. All the same he drank it; tainted water is better than no water after all. He 
grunted slightly as he pulled his hands away from his mouth, gasping for air as he 
finished chugging down the water in his mouth. He sat there for a moment after he 
caught his breath. It was nice to be able to just sit and think for a while, even if he 
did know he needed to force himself to keep moving. 


A lot of things had been running through his mind at the moment. How much farther 
do | have to walk; Are my friends alright? Well... he’d be lying if he said he thought 
‘my friends’ and not ‘Chie,’ but the intention was the same regardless. And yet, 
despite all these questions, there was one that had really stood out in his mind. 
Why? Not why had he been stuck in this hellhole of a staircase with nothing to eat 
or drink, not why his friend’s had to suffer for his mistakes... Just... Why? It all came 
back around to Maya... Maya and what she did to him. He had been there for her, 
he had tried to save her from her mistakes, and what did he get in return? Nothing 
but pain and misery. Maybe he would have been better off forgetting Maya ever 
existed, but alas, he couldn’t, and he didn’t. 


Justin sighed. He stood up, stretching his back out, as he turned to walk up the 
stairs again, his legs shaking ever so slightly as he climbed step after step. He 
didn’t need the walls for support anymore, much to his hands’ pleasure, but he was 
still a little shaky all the same. He put his hands in his pocket, feeling around for his 
cigarettes and lighter again. He had to laugh slightly as his hand brushed against 
the side of his magnum. Either his shadow was overconfident, or a complete fucking 
idiot to leave Justin with that. Not that he was complaining. The quicker he could put 
a shell in between that fucker’s eyes, the quicker he could leave this cesspool of 
filth. The quicker he could meet his friends and see that they were alright. The 
quicker he could apologize to Chie and Kurt, Chie especially, for all the nasty thigns 
he had said days ago. And the quicker he could burn Maya’s number. It took a 
while, but he eventually managed to find the items he was looking for, lighting his 
smoke up as he walked. He looked up the stairwell again. It seemed like it was 
slowly starting to get brighter. Justin only hoped that meant an entrance would be 
coming up soon. He took another drag of his cigarette, before he continued walking. 


December 10, 2009 


“You ready?” 
“No... No I’ll never be ready for this.” Justin moaned to himself. 


The two were standing near the corner of the alleyway, waiting for Falcone to finish 
making a business transaction with one of his customers. Justin hid the pistol in his 
pocket, his hand around the grip, his finger around the trigger. Maya gave hima 
quick-look over to make sure the pistol wasn’t visible through his jacket. It wasn’t, 
much to her relief. She sighed slightly before looking up at Justin. His eyes were 
darting frantically back and forth, dilating slightly to the back of his skull in fear. It 
was convenient that it also made Justin look kind of like he was tripping balls at the 
moment; would really help sell the image when they went through with their hastily 
thrown together plan. 


Maya sighed slightly before averting her eyes away from Justin. She knew he 
wanted no part in this; hell SHE wanted no part in this. But it was the only option 
they had; she had considered every possible contingency, every possible route, and 
this was the only way they could get the money and be on their merry way. She had 
considered going to the police, going into a witness protection program of sorts; but 
then she’d just end up spending five to ten in jail for illegal possession and intent to 
distribute. And she couldn’t just ask for an extension from Kurt; he’d take her out 
right there and then if he found out she couldn’t pay him back. This was the only 
way, and she knew it. 


The two held their breath as they saw Falcone’s customer walk away; a drug-folded 
package held close to his chest. The guy didn’t so much as blink an eye at the two 
as they watched him from the corner they had been waiting at. In a way, Maya felt 
bad for the guy. | mean, what if they had been cops; he’d walk straight into 
handcuffs. Not that he wouldn’t deserve them, mind you, but still. She sighed 
slightly before giving a nod to Justin. It took him a few moments before slowly 
started to walk up to Eddie, gun carefully concealed in his pockets. The two stopped 
as soon as they were a few feet away from Eddie, Eddie looking down to count the 
money he had just received from his previous customer. That alone should be 
enough to pay their way out of Maya’s debt to Kurt; she could only imagine what he 
had in his wallet. She had to shake her head slightly. No; no getting greedy. A drug 
dealer like this guy doesn’t deserve a dime of that, sure, but all greed had gotten 
her in the last week was in a debt that would end in her death if she didn’t pay it off 
in full. They would take what they need, and that’s it. 


“How many units?” Falcone eventually spoke up, not so much as lifting his eyes 
from the cash he was counting. Justin breathed heavily in and out for a moment, his 
hand trembling inside his pocket. Even if he wanted no part in this, he had at least 
assumed he’d have the resolve; he thought he had calmed down enough that he 
could do this and never speak of it again. Yet here he was, unsure of whether or not 
he should pull his gun out. Falcone eventually looked up in annoyance, stopping his 
thumb from running over his cash as he gave Justin a glare. 


“Well? You gonna keep wasting my fucking time, or you gonna tell me what you 
need? How many units?” He repeated, slowing down his words as though treating 
Justin like an idiot. Little did he know, that was exactly the push Justin needed. 
When someone pissed Justin off, that was usually when he stopped giving a fuck 
about what he did to them. Maya had ended up losing more than a few friends that 
way when Justin had to step in. She was always pissed at the time, but in 
retrospect, it was probably for the best. They were always scum. It didn’t matter 
though; Justin soon whipped the pistol out of his pocket, clutching the grip with both 
hands as he pointed it straight at Falcone’s head. 


“All of them.” Justin choked up, his voice shaking slightly in hesitation. Eddie shot a 
glare back and forth between Justin and Maya, unsure as to what the hell was going 
on, before giving a light chuckle. 


“What the fuck is this?” 


“This is the part where you hand over the cash in your hand.” Maya spoke up, 
knowing full well by this point Justin’s lack of control over his voice was going to be 
problematic. Justin’s eyes darted over to Maya, then back to Falcone, as he 
readjusted his stance, planting his feet firmly in the ground. Falcone’s half crooked 
grin soon faded down into a snarl as he realized the two weren’t joking. 


“Do you have any idea who you’re fucking with?” 


“The guy who’s going to get his brains blown out if he doesn’t keep his mouth shut 
and hand over the cash.” 


“You think you can tell me what to do, bitch?” 
“No, but a gun can.” 


Falcone glared at the two for a brief moment as Maya made her way over and 
snatched the money out of his hands, doing a quick skim through of the bills to 
assure it was enough. It was, much to her relief. She quickly shoved them in the 
side of her pocket before giving a nod to Justin. It took a moment for him to drop his 
pistol as he turned to walk away. 


“Pleasure doing business with you.” Maya shouted as the two walked in the 
opposite direction, a slight smile on her grin. That wasn’t so bad, she thought, 
before turning the other way. She passed a glance over to Justin, who seemed to be 
relaxing slightly, but was still tense in the face. He breathed out slightly, feeling as 
though a heavy burden had been lifted off of his shoulders. That... That was it? He 
had expected things to go much wors— 


Suddenly, a lamp that had been attached to the wall next to them broke into pieces, 
glass shattering everywhere. When they had turned their backs, Falcone had dig 
into his pockets and pulled out a pistol of their own. Justin should have known better 
than to turn his back on this guy, but he did it anyway. The second he realized the 
explosion of glass was the result of a bullet puncture, he ducked for cover, 
quickening his step as he rounded the corner, Maya following his example. The two 
kept low as they dashed from alley to alley, Eddie chasing after them, bullets 
ripping through wall after wall as they just barely managed to outrun his aim. 


The two’s eyes were wide with fear as bullet after bullet sailed past them. One 
bullet had actually just skimmed Maya, ripping off a few strands of her hair in the 
process, but otherwise making no impact on the body. She wanted to vomit, fear 
literally taking complete control of her at this point. Justin had to grab at her wrist to 
help her keep a steady pace as they weaved in and out of alley ways. It wasn’t for 
what seemed like forever until they spotted an all too familiar sight; their alleyway. 


Justin bit his lip for a moment. They had two options now; they could try to keep 
outrunning Falcone until they made it to the open streets; after all no one would 
dare murder them in cold-blood in full view of everyone, or they could hide under 
the dumpster. It seemed before Justin could make his decision, Maya had already 
opted to slide her body underneath the dumpster. Justin shrugged slightly before 
sliding under himself. It was a tight squeeze, but nothing they couldn’t work their 
way in and out of. 


It wasn’t long after they had squeezed under the dumpster that Falcone had 
rounded the corner, firing off yet another shot. Only this time, the shot had 


managed to collide with the television screen Maya had conveniently laid out next 
to the dumpster. Glass exploded outwards, some making its way under the 
dumpster. Not that Justin so much as noticed, he was too focused on the sudden 
stop of their assailant’s feet as he made his way down the corner. Where before he 
had been running, he soon slowed to a walk. Justin was concerned at first that he 
knew that they were hiding under the dumpster, though it soon turned out that 
Falcone simply had lost track of them. Why chase what you can’t find, after all. 


Falcone slowly walked about the alleyway; gun still in hand, as though examining 
the place. He hadn’t been, of course, otherwise he would have been able to notice 
them under the dumpster... Well, Justin anyway. They both wore black, so for the 
most part they blended in with the shadow, but whereas Maya’s black hair just 
helped her blend in more, Justin’s strawberry blonde hair stood out like a sore 
thumb. After pacing about for a bit, Falcone eventually started digging around in his 
pockets for something; his cell-phone, if the beeping sounds the two heard was 
anything to go by. It was quiet for a while as Maya and Justin watched Falcone’s feet 
from their hiding spot; their eyes wide with terror. 


“Yeah, it’s Eddie. Listen, some fucks just tried to rob the Falcone family... $200... | 
want them found, and | want them dead, you hear me Vinny? No... No | don’t have a 
name... Yeah, the girl had short black hair, hazel eyes, the guy was blonde, blue 
eyes... Look I’ll give you a more detailed description LATER, right now | want you to 
have our men posted. We’re going to teach these fucks why you shouldn’t fuck with 
us.” 


Falcone flipped his cell-phone shut before marching off, Maya and Justin’s eyes 
trailing him the entire way out of the alleyway. Even after he left, it took them a 
good few minutes before they gathered the courage to leave. Or at least, Maya did. 
She slid out no problem, but the way Justin had rolled in, he only had one way of 
leaving... Straight through the broken glass from the television. And it wasn’t like he 
could just step over the glass or something; he was shoved under the dumpster 
really tight. The only way out was going to be to crawl over the broken glass. He bit 
his bottom lip and closed his eyes as he slowly pushed his way out, fragments of 
glass cutting through his arm before he managed to get far enough out to move 
into a crouching position. By the time he could stand up, his arms were completely 
cut up, blood dripping from every inch of his skin, glass sticking out from nearly 
every angle as he pulled each fragment out slowly. It hurt like a bitch too, but he 
knew he couldn't leave it in there. 


Maya started breathing heavy as Justin finished pulling out the last of the glass in 
his arms, letting loose one last painful whimper as he chucked it off to the side. 
From his wrist all the way up to his inner elbow he was bleeding profusely. He didn’t 
mind though, the bleeding simply meant that he was still alive. He passed a glance 
of relief off to Maya, though it was clearly overcome by his expression of pain. 


“The Falcone family?” Justin eventually spoke up. “What, I-like the mafia?” 


“Eddie Falcone... Vinny... Shit, you might be right.” Maya choked up, her body 
trembling slightly from their close brush with death. 


“Maya... What the fuck? You said it would be easy! You said we’d do this and it’d be 
all over!” 


“Tt is!” 


“No it’s not! You just pissed off the MAFIA!” Justin placed extra emphasis on the 
word Mafia, stretching it out and shaking his bloody arms as the word left his 
mouth. Maya’s eyes darted about the alley for a moment, as though she were trying 
to think. The plan was just to get the money and leave, not piss off a whole 
organized crime syndicate. Kurt was one thing, the fucking mafia... If they wanted 
them dead, they were as good as dead already. Maya vomited slightly in her mouth, 
though she forced herself to swallow it. If Justin saw her getting sick over this, he’d 
know she had no idea how to get out of this. Id she stayed calm, he’d stay calm, 
and they could all go on their merry ways. She breathed out slightly, having finished 
pushing her stomach contents back down. 


“We'll be fine, they don’t know our names, and we don’t have any allegences to a 
family or gang of sorts. They have no way of identifying us.” 


“Except maybe OUR FUCKING FACES!” 


“Oh yeah, cause the mafia TOTALLY has a guy who does mock-up sketches of 
culprits based on description.” Justin hid his head in his palms. This was NOT 
happening. Maya starred at him for a moment, guilt in her eyes before speaking up. 
“Look, we can figure this out later; right now we need to get those arms bandaged 


up.” 


“..They’re fine” Justin eventually spoke up, removing his face from his palms. Maya 
responded by simply rolling her eyes and dragging him by his bloody wrist. A painful 
action on Justin’s end for sure, but a necessary one all the same. 


June 3, 2011 


“So that’s why he’s always wearing those bandages around his arm...” Yosuke 

spoke up. He had seen Justin without that hoodie he always wears a few times; and 
every single time he had been wearing those gauss banadages. At first he assumed 
he had injured himself somehow, but after noticing them still there after weeks had 
passed at a time, still perfectly symmetrical to each other... He had simply assumed 


they were a fashion statement. It turns out his previous assumption was correct. 
Maya raised an eyebrow slightly. 


“Wait... He still wears bandages?” She had only seen Justin twice after the mugging 
incident, each time he had been wearing the bandages, but the wound was still 
fresh, so it made sense. It’s been over a year since then, though, Justin should have 
had those wounds heal by now. They must have been particularly deep cuts... 


“Well, he has every time I’ve seen him.” 


“Mark that down as another way | fucked up Justin’s life.” Maya sighed, her eyes 
jolting back up to the ceiling. Yosuke huffed out a bit of air. He didn’t like to see her 
beat herself up like this... | mean, it wasn’t her fault Justin’s arms got cut up like 
that; hell, she helped him get them patched up. And that mugging thing... Yosuke 
wasn’t sure he would do the same in her shoes, but... It’s not like she had many 
options at that point. He could completely understand why she had felt the need to 
turn to such drastic actions. 


“If it’s any consolation, he doesn’t seem to care at all about his... uh... wounds.” 


“Well obviously he doesn’t look it, but I’m sure it bothers him all the time. Justin 
never did like being different, so walking around with bandages on his arms... I’m 
sure it kills him on the inside...” 


“It would probably kill him a lot more to see you beat yourself up like this.” Yosuke 
smiled slightly, hoping the remark would cheer her up slightly. Instead it only 
seemed to make her frown more. It probably would kill him... That’s why she choose 
not to subjugate him to that... To her... 


“You're probably right. That’s one of the reasons | ended up cutting off ties with him 
in the first place.” 


“Wh-What do you mean?” Yosuke spoke up confused. Maya rolled her head back 
over to the side to make eye-contact with Yosuke. Her eye lids drooped with sorrow, 
her eyes seeming dull as she looked him in the face. She looked almost depressed 
by Yosuke’s remark. 


“Well... You already know we pissed off the mafia... After all was said and done with 
them... Well, Justin was better off forgetting who | was, what | had done.” Yosuke 
seemed confused by her remark. ‘What | had done?’ What exactly did you do that 
Justin would be better off forgetting you? It couldn’t possibly be so bad that he 
would forget his only friend, right? All the same, he looked at her, concern in his 
eyes. Maya just sighed. She didn’t want to think about it; it just brought back too 
many painful memories. 


“The doctors say | should be fine soon.” 


“Y-yeah? That’s good...” Yosuke spoke up, slightly happy to change to a more 
pleasant topic. 


“_..I[’m not going to be able to leave in time to help Justin, am I?” Yosuke’s smile 
immediately turned back into a frown. Had she known about the conditions 
concerning the fog? Or did she just have a bad feeling in her gut? Yosuke sighed 
Slightly before turning his head towards the ground. 


“No... Either he’s coming out tomorrow, or he’s not coming out at all...” 
“Not coming out at all...?” 


“Whenever the fog sets in on that side, that’s when... That’s when the shadows 
attack.” Maya looked down towards the foot of her bed, tears welling up slightly. 
There was a chance that Justin might actually kick the bucket? Had she heard 
Yosuke right? A lot of thoughts went through her mind, most of them unpleasant, 
but she was only able to vocalize a single one. 


“Yosuke...” 
“Yas?” 


“Don’t let Justin die in there...” Yosuke stared at her for a slight moment, his heart 
feeling as though it grew heavy as the words left her mouth. He wouldn’t let Justin 
die; not just for Justin, or him; not for all of his friends, or Chie. He was going to do it 
for Maya. She suffered enough. 


“Over my dead body.” 


